160            Gossip in a Library

walking along the coast, and what he sees are silver
fish and gold fish, adoring the Lord by the beauty
of their scales. The Song to David is cryptic to a very
high degree, but I think there are no lines in it which
patient reflection will not solve. On every page are
stanzas the verbal splendour of which no lover of
poetry will question, and lines which will always,
to me at least, retain an echo of that gusto with which
I have heard Mr. Browning's strong voice recite
them :

The wealthy crops of whitening rice
'Mongst thyine woods and groves of spice,

For Adoration grow ;
And, marshalPd in the fenced land,
The peaches and pomegranates stand,

Where wild carnations blow.

The laurels with the winter strive ;
The crocus burnishes alive

Upon the snow-clad earth ;
#            #            *            #            *

For Adoration ripening canes
And cocoa?s purest milk detains

The westering pilgrim's staff ;
Where rain in, clasping boughs inclosed,
And vines with oranges disposed,

Embower the social laugh.

For Adoration, beyond match,
The scholar bulfinch aims to catch

The soft flute's ivory touch ;
And, careless on the hazle spray,
The daring redbreast keeps at bay

The damsel's greedy clutch.

To quote at further length from so fascinating, so
divine a poem, would be " purpling too much my